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INTRODUCTION. 


_— 


Author and Bookſeller, meeting in the Pi- 
azz4's Covent-Garden. 


Calfskin, SIT 
0, Mr. Jingle, I am to 
fs ES you; Wes, have 247 
L iſe ſo long? I have not ſeen any 
of your Productions theſe three 
Months ? Is there no private or publick Scan- 
dal ſtirring, out of which you can pick Ma- 
terials enough for a Pamphlet ? 
Jingle. Why, truly, Sir, I think the 
Town is peſtered enough with Pamphlets al- 
ready, as to private Lite. The Quality are 
grown fo refined, that they think their Re- 
putation to be like their Credit, that is, 
not worth keeping up ; and then as to pub- 
lick Affairs, there are ſo many weekly Pa- 
pers engaged about them, that it is in vain 
tor me to write, unleſs now and then a 
or two; and you Bookſellers don't much 
care for them; you love ſomething more 


. voluminous. B Calf. 


z INTRO DUCTTON. 

Calſatin. You fa 
2 Trifles; if they don't Sell 
the Day of Publication, the Sale of 
them is damned at once. Beſides, we Book. 
ſellers are now moſtly taken up with Sub. 
ſcriptions. 

Jingle. That's very true; ſo that you 
don't care to meddle with any new Thing, 
unleſs you can have the Copy for a Trifle; 
and, after that Rate, an Author ftands bur 


a poor Chance for a Livelihood, 
Calfskin. I am ſorry you have ſuch an 
inion of me; I believe you have no Rea- 
fon for it, becauſe I always Pay ready 
Money for what Copies I buy. am not 
read 


like C——, take an Author's Works, 
them over, and ſteal the beſt Thoughts our 
of them, ſeem to miſlike the Thing, and 
then get a common Hack to write on the 
fame Subjet.—— No, no, Mr. Jingle, I 
am above thoſe things. 


» le. You ſeem to be warm, as if I 
y applied it to you. T1 ſpeak of the 
Trade in general. I can't ſay but you 


y very ly, tho, I muſt fay you 
t me down very low : But, however, as 
we have met, and, if r ſpare Time, 
I will talk with you about a little Produc- 
tion of mine, which I think to put to the 


Prefs, 


y right, for there's but 


q 
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Ee great Hare and if I kth 
not in a very great Hurry; 

Thing, and we can agree, I will give you the 
63 for it. Pray what is 
It 


Jingle. Why, it is a Touch upon the 
e | 
s Opera. 
Calfskin. Pray, what Title do you in- 
tend to give it ? for now a-days, you know, 
tis that which often ſells the Book. © 

Jingle. I call it the Commodity excis'd.--- 
Tt is now in Rehearſal; and it you will 
walk into the Houſe with me, you may 
hear it; and perhaps we may ſtrike a Bar- 
gain. 

Calfskin. I like the Title very well, and 
as the Exciſe has made ſuch a Noe every 
where, there's a Probability of a for 
it, and I will give you as much as any one; 
ſo without Ceremony, if you will introduce 
me, I ſhall be obliged to you. 
belers the Ida are thour begining the 

ieve t ors are 
Rehearſal. 


& 
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COMMODITY. 


. 


1 
SCENE I. 4 Parloar. 


| Servant to Sorſweed. 
©, I R, Mr. Worthy is juſt alighted at 
the 
2 Sor. Pray deſire him to walk 
in, 7 didn't expect him, 
tho? I ſuppoſe my Daughter did. 


Eater Worthy. 


Mr. Sot/weed, your moſt obedient humble 
Servant, I hope your good Family are well. 
Sotſ. Mr. Warthy, * you are welcome to 
Town; as to my Pamily, they are pretty 


well, 1 thank you.— My Wife and Ce- 
linda 
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our Colour, before you to the Degree 
e 
ing and whoring, you are Conſumptive at 
thirty, and then begin to think of a Wife, 
not for her Benefit but your own ; and fo 
make a Nurſe of a Girl of ſixteen, to wait 
on you in your Illneſs. | 
Worthy. How fo, Sir, I ſhould always 
think, to ſee my Wife happy made me fo 
too. I wonder you have ſuch an Opinion of 
us y Fellows. 
Sat. Becauſe I think you are all alike.— 
The 3 ID K 
Oung Fe is not thoug a y Compa- 
non, nor G& robe huge Company with, ws- 
leſs he can produce three or four Surgeons 
1 1 ſorry condemn all for 
orthy. am you 
the Sake of a few. I'll aſſure you, Sir, 1 
never paid a Surgeon's Bill in my Lite. 
Sotſ. Come, come, none of your equi- 
vocating. No Evaſion, I beſeech you 
You ſay, you never paid a Surgeon's ow 
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that may be; but then pray, Sir, upon your 
Hogour, have you none to pay ? ö 

Worthy. No, indeed, I never 
one, ſo conſequently can have none to pay. 

Sotſ. That may be too. Lou may 
go to the Anodyne Necklace without Temple- 
Bar, the Golden Ball in Heat ſtræet, Rock's in 
Black-fryers, or any other wholeſale Ware- 
houſe about Town, and there you have Me- 
dicines ready prepared; and as you pay rea- 
dy Money, have no Occaſion for a Bill. 
Wor. You are merry. — I am glad to 
ſee you ſo, tho? ſhould be very ſorry if you 
thought me given that Way. 
| _—_ And ſo you would fain perſuade 
me that you, a y brisk Collegian, wou d 
lie with no LS he your Bed-maker. 

Wer. Not even with her, I aſſure you; 
for was I ever ſo vicioully given, her Age 
and Uglineſs are ſufficient Antidores. 

.. So:ſw. Now you give me a Reaſon ; but 
I have a tolerable Opinion of you, tho? 1 
can't believe you too modeſt neither. — I 
warrant you that you will perſuade me all 
your Fellow-Collegians are Saints. 

Wor. I don't defire you ſhould think 
them Saints, tho* I would not have you 
think them Satyrs or Devils ; and to be free 
with you, Sir, we have Men as old as you 
that are as vicious as the worſt of the young 
Fellows amongſt us. dot ſ ir. 
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Sotſw, Say you ſo, my Lad; prithee pro- 
3 wow; for I love a merry Story. 
Wor. To divert you then, I wi 


Wor. 11 
pt 


could, but all would not prevaal; 
vowed to break it open. 


was opened, and the old Don a 


the Bed, and found the guilty Fair, — 
Youth on his Knees im 
Oltence ; but the old 
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till Sir Harry by chance caſt his Eyes on his 
Stockings, and finding them not Fellows, 
briskly riſes up, and deſires to know who 
was the Doctor's Bedfellow; for Sir, ſays 
he, you have robb'd her of a Stocking. — 
Old Hypocriſy looking at his Feet, found a 
black one, and the other blue, with a white 
Clock to it, which plainly ſhewed what he 
had been at. — At laſt it was agreed to 
keep one another's Counſel, which was done, 
till the young Baronet's Uncle dying, who 
was his Guardian, he quitted the Univerſity, 
and divulged the Story. 
Sat ſw. Tis an ugly thing to be catch'd. — 
But I can hardly believe it of an old Fellow, 
— We'll wave theſe Stories. — Will you go 
with me to DaſbwelPs to Night, and take a 
Bottle ? 

Wor. With all my Heart, Sir; I am proud 
of your Company, and love to obey your 

ſw. Y f Dog, and 

Sotſw. Lou are 2a fly young a 
think one Day or other to call me Father- 
in-Law, and fo command my Daughter. 
You are a fly one; but come Jack, come 
along, I love to be merry, you know. 


AIR 


—_ Wd... 


} 
[ 
| 


I am miſerable: O Warthy, W, 
C 


A New BALLAD-OPERA. 
AIR I. 


_ We Fmtbers grown 

| /F Dan's ove to be told 

Of Faults we've committed when young ; 
But yet we all low 4 

The Nouth to reprove, 


And Vices to Jang Geer ages. 
We ut er think we 
Fo wicked could be, 

we could cover the heat; 

For it is in this, 

We never can miſs 6: 


To mimick the Arts of the Great. Excunt; 
SCENE I. 

Celinda is ber Chamber, reading. 
Love, what 4 God art thou! no Pow'r divine 


Exjoys an Empire uncontroard lik thine - 


and Gods extends thy boundleſs 
—— e d . 


What an extenſive Subjeft Love is, 
how we poor Girls are bound to ſtrict R 
in it: We wiſh with Paſhon, and 
ſcoratully deny: 

want for nothing ti ; 
ö MR Far 


At leaft 
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haſt my Heart, yet Love a Maiden's Tongue 
ſhould ne er pronounce; but oh 

Is Muſick to my Soul, it lulls my Care, 

And like the Sy ren's Charms makes Rain fair. 


Enter Betty ranning. 


Madam, Madam, I am ſure I bring 
good News; now, come Madam, dreſs your- 
ſelf and look brisk, the Thiet's come to 'Town 
who robbed you. 

Celinda. Is the Girl mad, what are you 
talking about, I know of no body that ever 
cobbed me? 

Betty. No, Madam. Why I thought you 
had often told me that Mr. Worthy had ftole 
your Heart. 


Celinda. What's that to the Purpoſe 

Betty. Why then he's a Thief, and now in 
Town. | 

Celina. Dear Betty are you in earneſt? 

Betty. As I hope to be faved I am, and 
have got a Letter for you. Mr. Richard gave 
me the Letter and this Broad- piece, and told 
me his Maſter faid, that tho* Broad-pieces 
were called in, they were good Gold, and he 
believed Chambermaids would not refuſe to 
take them for Guineas, tor that you know 
was my uſual Fee. 


Celinda. 
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Celinda. How can you torment me ſo, tode- 
tain the Letter ſo long from me, give it me 
this Moment. 

Bett). Here it is Madam, and Mr. Richard. 
gives his humble Duty to you. 

Celinda. Pray be quiet; I know you are 
pleaſed now Mr. Richard is come to Town. 

Betty. I cant ſay but I reſpect the Man as 
as much as you do or can the Maſter. Le. 


—I am now reſolved either to be happy or 


miſerable, for your Father's Conſent I am 
determined to ask as ſoon as I have _—_— if 
you grant me that I am happy 1 
Your Father now ſtays for * which makes 
me conclude myſelf, | 

My dear Soul, 


Tour faithful Adorer 


Will. Worthy. 


Celinaa, Worthy thou art by Name and Na- 
rure! my Heart you already have, and can 
my Conſent be wanti Oh! Berty, here's a 
Letter is a Cordial to my Soul! A Letter 

C 2 wuete 
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wrote with Truth and Sincerity ; not filled 
with nauſeous Flattery or fulſom Panegyricks, 
Betty. And Madam, Mr. Richard com- 
manded me tq tell you that — 
Celinda. What, Betty! are you under Com- 
mand already ? 


Why then he bid or defired me to acquaint 
you, that Mr, Worthy was gone tothe Tavern 
— 4 your Father, and that as ſoon as 
poſſible he could leave the old Man with 
good Manners, he would wait on you. 

Celinda. Well! who knows but Fortune 


n * 


may prove kind at laſt.— Betty, can't you 


give me a Song, I am in a gay Humour. 
Bezey. Yes, will, and to give you a 


— Opinion of it, you muſt know Mr. 
thy 


was the Author, and you partly the 
Subject. A Friend gave it me, and taught 
Calinda. I can eaſily gueſs who your Friend 
was, but pray ing it. | 
Betty. I ſuppoſe you think Mr, Richard, 
but no matter, Fl ling it. 


Betty. Law, Madam, I am in a Flutter ! 


' 


& © „% -- - 


f A New BALLAD-OPBRA- 


AIR I 


J. | Ws 
Venture not with Love to jeff, - 
Tho' he's blind," and but a. ; 4 
N poſoe re would live at rel, * © 
i e, bim to te, a 

tem t 
La 


8 
l 


Im ſelf was uch 4 Ser, 
? wats — Part; 
. 
Sigb a, gb'd not Hears. 
, II 


Love the Jefter will afſath, - © 
And when ſcorn d, the ry get * 
* 284 —— i . 
Him the Counterfeit : 
For I find now Time is 4 
Fe ** 
id drew with'more Dofre,  * _ 
' Mas more ative with bis Ne, | 
While be found my Heart was Ie; 


Now my Sighs no Pi 4 
But are ſcatter'd in 2 4 


Now, Madam, how do you like it? 
Celinda. Tis impoſſible for me to miſ- 
 * like it, now you have told me the Author. 


Betty, 


. 
. 
* 


v2. 


& © © er —— ꝗ 


o & © 
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Betty. I heartily wiſh you had what you 
defire. I long to fee how Matirmony will 
with you. 
Celinda. Very well, I don't at all doubt it; 
IT believe my Spouſe will be without Fault. 
Oh! dear Worthy ! 


Thou dear, rale Tyrant, is my Breaſt, 
With nothing elſe but thy bright Form pe; 
And thus forever thou, without Controul, 
Sbalt reign triumphant Monarch in my Soul. 


ACT IE 
SCE NE IL | 4 Roos in 4 Tavern. 
Enter Sorſweed, Worthy, and a Drawer. 


Sotſweed. 
ASE BOTTLE of Wine, ſome Pipes 
and Tobacco, and deſire your 
Mu-aſter to come here. 
mw Drawer. Yes, Sir. 

Sat ſw. I believe we ſhall have but little 
Company here to Night, they are all gone 
to the other End of the Town about this 
Exciſe Bill. 


Wor, 
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Your Servant, Gentlemen; Mr. Worthy, 


you are welcome to Town. 


Wor. Thank you, Sir. 


Won't you 
fit down and take a Glaſs. —You grow, 
fat upon it. 


Daſb. Fat, d'ye ſay, Sir, you are very 
n lole Fleſh every Hour, 
and am forced to alter all my Cloaths with 
fretting about this damned Exciſe. | 

Wor. We were thinking to ask your Opi- 
M that it will be worſe 

. My is, it w W 
Me. Civil War, for there we have a 
Chance to reſiſt, and fo fave our Houſes from 
being plundered ; but, according to this 
Scheme we are to be rumaged and ruined 
by Law. Mr. Sotſweed, your Houſe, 
in a little Time, will be as publick as mine; 
nay, after this Rate, there won't be a pri- 
vate Houſe in the Kingdom. I wiſh 
the Devil had the P——r. 


5 Sotſw. 
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do in the Aﬀeir! 
As to Frauds in the Revenue, it 


to be put in Competition with two 
greateft and moſt fundamental Privileges 


men, I ies, and the Free- 


of their own H 


o 
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Wor. I think they fay, that there won't be 
above 250 Officers added, belides W 
_ 
That ta mere Falſhood: x 
men was made ef ar fr abr 
bane” any. og | 
every Year with mo 
Addition, till all the grin Men in the 
Dragoons. 3 
;fw. Sure all our great n 
themſelves) are turned Phyficians; for, ſay 


they, Wine is pernicious to our 5 
there are ſo many Ingredients miz'd with ir 


after the Vintner has it. 

Daſh. 2 l Dag er too, that the To- 
bacconiſts are ſad that they 
wer their Tobucooand cheat the Kingdama: 
bly on E 

Wer. I think it is that in 


the midſt of Peace we ſhould have new Taxes 
impoſed, and eſpecially fuch a one as this.-- 
But it is a rare Contrivance for carrying on 
an Amour. Why, if a young Fellow courts 


a Girl, he need not want Admittance to the 
J. 


Houſe, if he keeps the Exciſeman Comp 
Satſiw. That's very true; and 1 

ſhall have you in my Diviſion. 
Wor. You are much in the Right, 


I 


prey 
Sir; for I muſt pay my — ſometimes to 
Celinda. Soffivs 
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' Sotfw. I hooght b but pray, young Man 
let your Deſigns be honourable. 


Wor. That they always were, and ſhall be; 
and to convince you, Sir, of my Sincerity, 
am ready to treat with you about that im 
tant Affair of Liſe, called Marriage. My For- 
tune is now at my own Diſpoſal; ſo that I can 
make a Jointure to any Woman. 

Sotfw. So, then, you've got Celinda's Con- 
ſent already, I find. 

Wor. No, indeed Sir, I never flatly ask'd 
it; but 1 have Reaſon to believe I have ſome 
Intereſt in her Heart. 

Sotftw. I believe fo too : If you can get 


her's and her Mother's Conſent, you ſhall have 
mine, I aſſure you, Sir. 


er. Sir, I thank you, and will endeavour 

o gain both their Conſents by deſerving it. 

"1. Well faid.---- Puſh boldly at them; 
a young Fellow, and handſome, as you are, 
ſhould take no Denial. 

Wor. Why, you make an Exciſeman already 


of me ; for if they won't peaceably ſurrender, 
they ſtorm the Fortreks. 


Daſh. Ay: Dye think they will be fo im- 
pudent as that ? 

Mor. Yes, Sir, I do think to, and believe 
the Country Ale-Wives know it to be true, 
as 'well as. their Daughters; there are more 


Baſtards got by thoſe Fellows than by the Foot- 
Soldiers. Daſs. 
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Daſh. What ſhall I do chen? Afier this 
Rate I ſhall die a Cuckold. 


Wor. That you may do, perhaps, if you 
die To-morrow. 


_ I can't he Ip it Sir, if it is my i. 
* ſhan'r be firſt Cuckold . tag: 

Chriſtian Burial : But this is a melancholy Sub- 

ject, ſhall I ſing you 1 
Wor. win all my Hear. ; 


Daſbwell ſings, 1 
it is thought © 
65 Name, 
Wives they commit the Faults, - 
And bear the Blame. - 
"Tis natural for Woman © 
rr 
And if it were not common," | 
1 Heads would e.. 3 
PII give ife ber Flumour, 2 
Fee give me mine, K 5 
a in ther are Li. Rumours, I 


F never will 
of — — 
Tl pay her in ber Coin, 
And may the Devil take me, 
If Cer T lag bebind. 


Sotfiw. Well faid, Neighbour, tis a — 
Reſolution to pay em in their own Coin. 
Come, drink about, Mr. Worthy. 3 

D 2 Daſh, 


A Cackold, 
A moſt 
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- Duſs- That's d good Thought. Let us 
drink as much as we-can before this Monſter 
comes upon us. Mr. Setfaweed, can't you 
fing us a Song in praiſe of Wine ? 

- 0 1 17 2 12 a e e to 


ana 


e ae : 


8 Saks Fits 1 play, 
4 their great God they ſtill go 
Aud riſe mach freſher every 


Wor. 


| 
| 
| 
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Worthy. I think Sir, you have a prodigious 
ſtrong oice, aad fing as well now, as you 
did ſeven Years ago. 

Sorfto. You are right, I take care of my ſelf, 
vans jo whois wes rh Rang 


you 
hanged 1 
long: Here Drawer, call « Crack, — bits 
Daſbwell, Houſe looks empty to N 
Daſh. Yes Sir, ig rung fot 
gone to know when they are to be made Slaves 
of.— My Wife ſhall never wear a Blue Gown 
any more, becauſe the Greateſt —— iri the 
Nation love that Colour. 
Drawer. There's a Coach at the Door, Sir. 


Sotfw. Mr Daſbwell, I wiſh you good 
 Warthy & Night. Exeunt. 


SCENE II. A Scene in Sotfweed's Hauſe. 

Betty and Richard. 

Richard. Why this is kind of the old Gen- 
tleman, to invite my Maſter to lie here. 


Betty. Kind d'ye call ir, my Maſter's 
as much in love with Mr. Wort * young 
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Miſtreſs ; ſhe's in love with his Pe 
he with his Parts. "ow 40s 
Rich. 1 am very glad to hear that, for my 
Maſter has been crazy ever ſince he left Lon 
don, and has ſpoiled all the Glak in his Room 

Bet. And my young Miſtreſs the next Day 
after he left London, retired to a lonely Houſe 
at Humerton, and came to Town but yeſterday, 

Rich. Well, there's ſome Hopes of a Wed- 
ding . What think you of it, Betty, if we 
two make another; we have been acquain- 
ted a long Time? 

Bet. Why, I don't know what to think, 
I believe I ſhall follow my Miſtref's Exam- 
1 Well ſaid, then ſeal the Bargain with 
a Kiſs --- I have got a little Money, and fo 
have. you ; and according to the Faſhion of 
People of our Rank, we can ſet up a Chand- 
ler's Shop. 
Bet. Very true, I hope we ſhall live happy. 
Rich. When ſhall be the Wedding Day ? 
Bet. Not till my Miſtreſs's — I'll ſtart fair. 
Rich. Well, I muſt have Patience, tho' I 
believe my Maſter is fo eager, it wont be long 
firſt : — Well Betty, if we do but agree after 
Marriage, as well as before, I am fure we ſhall 


be happy. 


For Marriage 
United Concor 


oys conſiſt in only this, 
oe th unbounded Bliſs. 


& CT 
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Ac 1 Ill 


SCENE, A Parlour in Sotfweed's Houſe. 
Worthy and Celinda. 


Celinda. 
RAY Mr. Worthy, what made your 
Stay in Oxford ſo ſhort this Time? 


Worthy. Your dear ſelf, for you 


was never out of my Thoughts, nor 
any longer without ſeeing 
Celin. Woman is ſoft, and of a 
ture, eaſily caught by the alluring Wiles of 
Man, who ſtudy Words and Ways to deceive 
the uncaution'd Maid. 
Worthy. (kneeling) By Heav'n and, all the 
Powers above, I fwear, I love you as my Soul, 
nor do I ever ſpeak to you but when my Heart 
accompanies my Tongue. May the Almi 
Power rivet me faſt to the Ground, if I en- 
eavour to deceive you; — I only try by ho- 
nourable means to gain your Heart, and then 
by ſuch means as Heaven has ordain'd to make 
you mine. 
Cel:n. Sir, I beg you would riſe, — I do be- 

lieve you a Man of Honour; — l find you are 
given 
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mw oetry ; my Maid frog me « Song 
SI Lo, Pray Sir, if it 
ben't too great a Favour, let me have one 
from you. 

Worthy. There's deg is hy Power hut 
you can command: Well Madam, III 
ö 


the Country. (fangs. 


I. 
s Fate 
oufhn confin'd ; — 
oe 18 1 

Glary of her 


Sure Jove in — bright 3 
So excellently fair, 
No er deſtin'd [6 6 much beau iy Light, 


Ta Bur recluſely there. 
iſely = 


What tho' thy Eyes, thy lovely Eyes, 
Triumph ver all the Plains. 
Jet, bright Ce linda, thow'rt a Prize 


Probibited to St 


Air, thy Smiles, t charming Wi, 
2 all ae admire, 
Would here freſp Conqueſts hourly get, 

Aid all our Harps inſpire. 


Cel. I am very much oblig'd to you for 
vour Compliments, Sir, tho' I am conſcious | 


don't deſerve them. 
IWarthy. 


* 


| 
0 


' 
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Wor. l am ſure you do deſerve them and 
many more, and I could with it were in my 
Power to perſuade- you to make me happy. 
Cel. I hope, Sir, I ſhall never make you 
unhappy. 
Wor. That I can't tell, for my Fate is at 
your Diſpoſal; I broke my Mind to your 
Father laſt Night about you, who told me, 
his Conſent ſhould not be wanting, could I 
gain yours. FY 
Cel. Matrimony is a thing for Life, and 
a Life I think in which there is no Medium. 
The Parties are either very happy, or 
very miſerable. 
Wor. My Endeavours ſhall be to make it 


Cel. Mr. Worthy, I believe you, 
convince you, here's my Hand, for I can't 
deny it to one who has my Heart already. 
Wor. With thanks to Heaven, I receive 
it. — Excuſe me, Madam, I have not Words 
to expreſs my Gratitude for ſo great a Fa- 


vour. 
you, and have only this 


Cel. 1 excuſe 
Favour to deſire of you, that you won't 
twit me-hereafter for my eaſy Surrender. 

Wor. I am forry you ſhould think of 


t.—CanT cver chide one ſo lovely? | 
E Such 
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Such pleaſeng Looks in mi Spring adorn 
ele. 
So 1 ſo beautiful and bright, 

That lovelier Eyes did ne er ſalute the Light ; 
_ With ſuch — Look, and ſuch an Air, 8 


So lovely, ſo exceeding ſweet and Fair 
Ta 2 * a — Meſſenger. 


Madam, as Providence, at has bleſs d 


me * your — = will 
join with me in gaini Conſent 
Father and 11 


Cel. I am at your command, Sir. 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE I. A Dining-room, with Mrs. 
| Sotfweed, Mrs. Daſhwell, Mrs. Raiſin, 


Ars. Tallow, and Mrs. Barley, ſitting 
round it. 


Mrs. Sotſ. Well, Ladies, what Topick 


ſhall we go upon to Day — Scandal or Po- 
liticks. 


Mrs. Daſb. Oh, by all Means Politicks.— 


Laſt Night I heard my Husband in a very 
great Fume, curling and damning about a 
Scheme that's going on, which he calls Ex- 
ciſe, I believe the Man is mad about it, 
tor he talks in his Sleep of it. 

Mrs. Sot/w. I really believe it's the ſame 
thiagl read about laſt Night.— l ſent — 


— 


A New BALLAD-OPERA. 27 


pmen muſt often go away 
— Permits not being always to be 
obtained. 

Mrs. Sorfw. If all our Ve —— gauged 
in a proper Manner, it is humbly,prefumed 
there won't be a ſufficient Number of Ofli- 
cers, unleſs they disband the Army. 

Mrs. Daſh. The Inftruments made uſe of in 
the preſent Method of Gauging, won t ſuit 
our Veſſels. 

E 2 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Talow. Why, then the Officers muſt 
get proper and ſufficient Tools; I am ſure 
our Sur veyor is provided. | 
Mrs. Barley. Suppoſe the Officers Sliding- 
Rule is rotten or decayed, is the Govern- 
ment obliged to repair it ? | 
Mrs. Sat /w. Yes, to be ſure, or to ſend an 
Officer furniſhed with ſound Materials. 
Mrs. Barley. I am afraid it will be in the 
Power of wicked Officers to ruin us, by 
having at the End of their dipping Rods, 
fomething that may hurt, if not entirely 
Spoil our Veſſels, and occaſion a continual 
Leakage ; a Caſe which may to o- 
thers, and probably may fall upon us, not 
having it in our Power to refuſe an Eztry. 
Mrs. Daſh. Now, I conceive, the Deſign of 


the intended Exciſe, is calculated to pre- 


vent the Running of Commodities. 

Mrs. Sotſw. There's no way to hinder that, 
bur by ſuppreſſing the Hawkers who in- 
feſt the Streets Night and Day, impudently 

ing their damaged Ware to every one, 
to the great Detriment of us fair Traders. 
Mrs. Barley. 1 don't value it; the Exciſeman 
who ſurveys our Malt, is a ſtrong-back'd 
— and he has uſed me well theſe tive 


Mrs. Daſo. You are happy. —Laſt Week 
a young Fellow, thinking, I ſuppoſe, my 
| Husband 
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Husband was abſent, comes to our Houſe, 
and tells me he had an Information of ſome 
Brandy in our Cellar, that never paid Du- 
ty, and, ſays he, I muſt Search. 
Mrs. Sotſw. Ay, was the Fellow fo im- 
pudent ? ; * 

Mrs. Daſb. I ſeeing him reſolved, ſteps 
into 7 Cellar * 2 — 2 L ſodner 
was down, pulled up m 
Gauging, but was hindered in his Deſign 
by my Husband, who came in the critical 
Minute. | 
Mrs. Sotfw. What did the Fellow fay 
then? | 
Mrs. Daſh. Fellow, dye call him? 
PI aſſure you he was much of a Gentleman. 
Why, he begged Pardon, faid it was his 
Duty; but believed it was a. wrong Infor- 
mation; made a handſome Bow, tipt me 
the Whink, and fo went off. | 

Mrs. Tallow. I wonder there's no Ballads 
about this Exciſe. 


Mrs. Daſb. So there is; Pll Sing you oge. 


Sin 
Sir Blue having got 7 Cabal of bis Friends, 
By Places and Pes ſions ſecur d to his Ends, 
Accofts them as thus with an audible Voice, 
I have now got a Scheme will make you rejoice. 
What fignifees triifling withthings of ſmall Note, 
We're ſure of our Point, when we come to the Vote. 


Then | 
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Then we'll throw off the Mask, and 7 
And puſb home at once for prays Eg . 
Tuill keep Trade more under, you all muſt confeſs, 
Thane'er did the Troops of W r H. 
If this Toke we can put, will mals them ſubmit, 

And greedily give us whateer we think fit - 
With Tobacco and Wine at firſt we'll begin, 
And pretend that is all to take the Fools in. 
Theſe two Y ing granted to be under Exciſe, 
How eaſily every thing elſe is our Prize / 


So that you ſee, Ladies, we are threa- 
ten'd to be raviſhed. 
Mrs. Tallow. Who values or fears it; I 


am not afraid of the beſt Officer among 


them. 

Mrs. Raiſin. So according to this Scheme, 
we ſhan't have a Dram to ourſelves undiſ- 
cover'd ; for the Creatures will ſearch our 
ts. Da Y if pleaſe 

rs. Daſb. Yes you may, it you e 
the Exciſeman. : 2 
Enter Betty, 


Madam, my Maſter's a coming. 
Mrs. So:ſw. To order, Ladies; here Berty, 
put away the Bottle and Glaſs. 
Enter Mr. Sotſweed, Worthy, and Celinda. 
Sorſw. So, Ladies, I am glad to fee you. 
My Dear, I have brought you a Couple of 
Petitioners, who want your to go 
to Bed together. 
Mrs. Sorſw. So, Celinda, you'll take care 
to get an Officer of your own to do Duty, 
and not truſt to the Government. Cel. 


Celindas Company. — Suppole, my Dear, 
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Cel. Not without your Conſent, Madam. 
Mrs. So:ſw. You have always been a duti- 
ful Girl, I muſt ſay; and I believe Mr. Mor- 
thy will uſe you well: So Heaven bleſs you 


yo Sotſw. You have my Bleſſing too, and 
may you live long and happy together. 
Wo. My Thanks attend you both for 


this ſo great a Bleſſing, I intend fo to live 


with my Spouſe that neither ſhe nor you 
ſhall have Cauſe to repent our Marriage. 

Mr. Sorſw. I don't at all doubt it. —Betty, 
what oO» vous Wink of (ane 

Betty. Why Sir, 1 always thought it would 
— intend to gnaw 
the Sheets any longer neither. — I won't be 
7 Mittreſs. _ 
or. I believe not, : my Man 
——_— 

Betty. He told you very true, Sir. 

Mr. Sotſw. Why then one Wedding Din- 
ner may ſerve you all; for if Richard and 
Betty are not married the fame Da ten to 
one if they don't lie in the ſame 

Mrs. Sotſw. I ſhall be very loth to loſe 


as Fortune has bleſs'd us, if we ſhould 
leave off Trade, and retire to Mr. Worthy's 
Seat with Celixda. —— Perhaps he won't 
refuſe us. 

Wer. Nothing but that could compleat 
my Happineſs; and this you may be ſure of, 
that whatever is dear to Celinda, is ſo to 4 
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Mr. Sotſw. Why then, Mr. Worthy, I'll take 
my Wie's — — Tomorrow you ſhall 
commit Matrimony, ſtay in Town a. Month, 
and then I' bid London adieu, _ * 
with you for the Country. 


nothing to do but to 4 each other's 
Temper, and avoid thoſe little Bickerings 
ſo common among married People. When- 
ever your Temper is a little ruffled, as per- 
haps ſometimes it may be, (for that may 
happen to the belt of Womes,). ſpeak your 
Mind in a calm manner, and let nothing 
mterrupe our mutual Love. For 


Love can cur Paſſions eafely nw, 
Sci ges the Heart, aud capt roates the Soul. 
If any thing zo Hava we may compare, 
*Tis Fo retura'd from ſome obliging Fair, 8 
And Hymen's Nights to make the happy Pair. 
EKxecunt. 


| Author and Bookſeller. | 
Author, Well, Mr. Calfskin,” how ꝙ ye 
like it? | 
Calfskin. The Thing may do, but 1 can't 
afford to give much for it. 3 | 
Author. I ſuppoſe it's worth ſomething: 
will you buy the Copy or no? | 
Calfitin. Come, wel go to Lebeck”s-Head, 
eat a Cutlet, and talk ot it. 
Author, With all my Heart, Sir. &'#Q 
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